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January 07, 2016 


Cleansing 


There are times when | feel like my whole self has been burned away. 
Like I’m hollow and raw. 
All of my ego just, stripped away. 
In those moments every bit of air that | breathe in is for the gods. 
Everything that comes out of me is them. 
Everything | am and ever was is merely a vessel. 
There’s a fire in me. 
Wait 
Scratch that 
Where my soul should be there is only flame. 

Unquenchable, devouring, eternal. 

| was made with too much fire and not enough air or water or earth. 
It hollows me out and prepares me for my sacrifice. 
There are times when | feel like my whole self has been burned away. 
And then 


Then there are times when I’m just so fucking full of myself. 


March 28, 2017 


Calling Cards 


Hermes is a quiet buzzing. 
A deep, resonating warmth somewhere in my ribcage. 
He’s the late night bleariness of a mind pushed a little too far. 


He’s the taste of copper and the smell of asphalt. 


April 9, 2016 


Signal Fire 


Let my blood light the fires 
that bring you closer to me 
Leaving drops of destruction 
bright 
burning 
There’s a storm where my soul used to be 
Pressing against the boundaries 
Desperate for release 
Lightning 
racing across my skin 
Thunder 
ripping through my voice 
Let me destroy for you 
Let me violently bring forth creation 


We can grow flowers in the ashes of my burnt bridges 


April 21, 2016 


Calling Cards Part Il 


Persephone is the way the rain feels on a day when it’s been bitterly hot. 


She’s like cookies and juice when you’ve had a tough day. 
She’s “alright tonight we mourn but tomorrow we’re back with a vengeance”. 
She’s youth soft edges wrapped in biker boots and leather with flowers in her hair 


She’s got tissues when you didn’t even realize you were crying. 


May 08, 2016 


Flower Child 


Persephone grew up among the flowers 
And everyone thought it made her soft. Sweet, innocent Persephone with flowers all in her hair. 


But flowers can be ruthless. Beautiful blooms with thorns behind them, soft petals hiding deadly 
poisons. They protect themselves at all costs. They know their place in the world and they fight 
for it. 


Persephone grew up among the flowers and learned from them. As her mother toiled in the 
fields, Sweet Persephone was skipping through the meadows whispering with the flowers and 
the bees. 


Be pleasant. 
Look presentable. 
Stand tall and on your own. 
If someone comes to hurt you, be merciless in your attack. 


Persephone knew that in order to come into her own and bloom, she would need to be taller 
than her mother’s shadow. Demeter already had her place in the world and Persephone refused 
to live her life relegated to the status of a child. So when her uncle came for her, she devised her 
plan. She would stand tall. She would grow and bloom in the darkness. By any means necessary 

she would protect herself and her legacy. 


Persephone, mother of the Erinyes, has always had poison in her blood and thorns running down 

her spine. She would never allow anyone to come and take away the destiny she was building for 

herself. When her uncle came and everyone else saw him plucking their beautiful flower child to 

hide her away in darkness, Persephone knew she was simply getting repotted. Placed in a space 
where she could spread out her roots and flourish. 


September 05, 2016 


Welcome Home 


I’ve never loved a divine being the way | love Hermes. 
It’s less 
Let me fall at your feet and whisper your praises 
And more 
| feel you in the fabric of my being. My existence is your praise 
It’s not 
| am answering the call to worship you 
It’s 
We’re old friends. Let me refill your coffee cup, how was your day? 
| serve and honor and adore The Mistress above everything 


But | relax and melt into Hermes 


November 14, 2016 


Run 


Blurred vision and breathlessness. 
Your chest filling straining against your ribs. 
Feet sore, bleeding, covered in filth but you can’t stop, you can never stop 
you have to see everything 
Veins electrified, 
nerves on fire 
but you never want it to end 
He’ll show you things so beautiful 
you’ll want to tear your eyes from your face. 
It’s all too much but still, there you are 


gasping for more 


January 22, 2017 


Sleep Deprived and Divinity Starved 


Should |, perhaps, be worried that it is in times when | am functionally at my weakest | feel his 
pull more completely? That when my body is wracked with pain or my emotions are all out of 
sorts, that is when | most clearly hear his insistent calling. The more life beats me down the more 
| feel his embrace pulling me...somewhere. Not up but, through? | start to drown and all | can 
hear ringing through my head is 


be more cunning 
twist them in your words 
fight the world 
fight the pain 
wrap their conniving faces in your comforting cutting lies 
but in it all 
surrender to me 


April 16, 2017 


Wholly 


Being in a holy place feels like gently touching the face of a blood soaked predator 
Being in a holy place is feeling empty 


Being in a holy place is leaving overflowing 


April 25, 2017 


Sweet Supplication 


Let my every breath be an adoration 
Let every thought be gilded in their glory 
Let the food and drink that passes my lips be the offering that keeps the worship flowing 
If | make my body into a temple, 
broken as it may be, 
| will never be out of the service of the divine 
Let them inhabit me 
My blood 
My bones 
Every cell of my being 
Even as | sit here wracked with pain, 
bleary-eyed 


My very essence continues to sing sweet praises unto those most worthy 


Like Oxygen 


Breathe out 
Breathe in 
When everything feels too much 
Like you’re bursting at the seams 
Like everything is electric 
and burning 
and raw 
Breathe in and know the gods are with you 
In the flames 
In the lightning 


In the unending pressure bearing on you 


December 20, 2017 


December 24, 2017 


Daydream 


| keep dreaming that my mouth is bleeding 

Pouring blood, | can’t stem the flow 

It stains my teeth, 
runs down my shirt, 
my hands smear it all over my face 
And everywhere, gold. 
Pure gold falling from my lips 
Twisted little saplings spring up where it falls 


Growing in my carnage 


Hearthfire 


| can feel it stoking inside me 
Every breath taken to quell the inferno only feeds it 
| know when it rips through it clears out all the dead 
that doesn’t stop the hurting 
It takes everything to remind myself 


This too for His glory 


December 28, 2017 


January 02, 2018 


Let me 


| wish | knew how to love Him. 
Everything | do, everything | am seems too small. 
| have all these words but they all come up short. 
| have all of these longings but they all feel like too much to wrap up. 


| keep throwing myself at his perfect feet and hoping I’m enough but knowing that | will never be 
enough because what am | compared to the totality of the universe? 


But then again, if all | have is me and | willing give it in it’s entirety 


isn’t that perfect in it’s own way? 


January 08, 2018 


Foolproof 


When it comes down to it my whole life of devotion is a devotion to stories. 
The way words spin around a narrative 
spilling golden blood and crystaline tears is all the proof | need 
Everything about language is magic. 
The way we’re so desperate to be heard. 
To be understood. 
The way that even if you knew all the languages 
sometimes there’s still feelings you can’t express 
My whole life has been a journey to learn the language of the divine. 
To hear even one sweet word tumbling from the lips of divinity 


| want to listen to the story of the universe. 


Your name, last on my lips 


this devotion is like breathing in the smoke 
revelling in the suffocation 
honeyed words swirling around a blood soaked mouth 


in everything your glory 


January 24, 2018 


January 30, 2018 


Calling Cards part III 


someone recently told me 
“it’s all flowery language so no one would think it was you” 
because everything | say is laced with blood and bile 
apparently i’m more of a dagger to the heart 


than a petal on the lips 


February 02, 2018 


Identity 


1am honey and wine 
| am broken and remade with every bittersweet word that falls from my lips 
Everything is electric and golden 
and too much 
and not enough 


| am drowning in his goodness 


Sensory 


| don’t have enough senses to understand all this 


| don’t have enough sense to know what is too much 
| just keep pushing reaching searching 
One day I’m sure it will all consume me 
One day | will fall fully into the sublime 


never once looking back 


February 11, 2018 


Vacant Space 


Devotion is a black hole 
in the middle of your being 
It’s doubt 
it’s certainty 
it’s pulling apart at the seams 


desperate to bleed all this 
feeling 
language comes up short 
My god is too much for me to bear 
still | want yet more 
Devotion is listening to your bones cracking 
your muscles tearing 
insisting that you can handle it 


as the tears stream down your face 


February 12, 2018 


February 18, 2018 


Demanding 


This god of mine demands so much. 

My suffering, my joy, every part of me. 
Forever | will be on my knees for this trickster. 
God of lies and giver of joy. 

Every part of me is his, 
every corner of my being longs for him 

Everything is too much 


Everything is not enough 


Murder of 


Do the crows get louder the more dreams you have? 
Should they be in my house? 
Why do they scream? 
How can | appease them? 
Can | whisper secrets to them? 


Do they accept tiny offerings of dangerous words? 


March 27,2018 


Cliff Diving 


| am standing at the edge of a cliff 
Everything is loose stones 
Solid rock was my last life 


This one is only the thrill of the fall 


April 03, 2018 


April 22, 2018 


Virgin Nerves 


My body doesn’t get used to sensation. | experience things like the first time, every time. 
Worship is like a punch in the gut. 
Worship is like 100 punches in the gut. 
I’m left gasping and bruised and all my nerves are on fire. 
And then | do it all over again. 
| remember the pain in the same way someone might remember a movie they saw years ago. 
It’s there but distant, removed. 
So, every day | kneel. 
Every day | technically know what’s coming. 
Every day it all hits me like a ton of bricks. 


Everyday | whisper for more. 


June 04, 2018 


Motel 6 


They'll leave the light on for you 
Cold reassurance as you’re facing down a twisted path 
Stumbling in the darkness feeling something brush against you 
Hold your breath 
Whisper your prayers 
The words are a familiar comfort that extends beyond your living memory 
Will yourself to believe that you’ve made an ally of the beings that live outside your senses 
Push forward 


They left a light on for you 


June 07, 2018 


Natures 


| am a vortex of want 
My deepest most earnest prayers are for me to be emptied out so | can want more 
| have built a person around a void and all | can do is yearn 
Have you given much thought to the nature of hunger? 
How what you hunger most defines you? 
How it will fill you up and seep into places you didn’t know you had? 
What do you hunger? 


| hunger for more 


Take Part in Creation 


Be careful what you put into the Void 
One day the Void will create again 
One day it will churn 
move and multiply 
One day it will use all we’ve given it 
We all scream into the Void 


One day, it will scream back 


July 22, 2018 


August 09, 2018 


Calling Cards part IV 


Sometimes | feel like I’m the vengeance 
I’m the cleansing fire 
Sent to burn away the impurities of my line 
Generations spent their time perverting our morality 
Whispering dark demons into the minds of people they were sent to guide 


Not a single one of them is without sin and I’m here to lay it all bare 


Touching 


The things we do to touch divinity 
We’re trapped here begging, 
scraping, 
building, 
screaming 
part of us remembers 
the memories aren’t enough 
The days | have spent 
Face down on the floor 
crippled by a grief 
impossible to understand, 
felt in my bones 
We’ve had life forced into us 
the cost is almost too much 
The loneliness, the yearning, the striving 
| get so, so tired 
But still Il’d work my hands bloody 


if it meant millisecond in the presence of the divine 


August 12, 2018 


November 23, 2018 


Gratitude 


If it weren’t for devotion | would have burned out more times than | already have 
My brain would be so segmented it would be impossible to navigate anymore 


Everything | feel is either too muted that it may as well be non-existent or it is deafening in it’s 
roar to be noticed 


Devotion let’s that all even out 


It sees me screaming my throat raw or trying to stitch myself back together with pieces that 
don’t even fit or laying motionless cooking up heartbreaking scenarios just trying to elicit some 
emotion...and it gives me somewhere to focus 


| remember what it felt like when the dams broke in my head and everything rushed out and 
scattered to the winds 


| came back from that but | came back different and | need the rest that devotion provides to 
keep holding myself together 


December 28, 2018 


Tatters 


Gods | just want the teeth of divinity to tear me to shreds 


| have a broken sense of self preservation and | just keep wanting these things that are too much 
for my mortality 


Every time I’ve had an experience rip through me I’ve come out gasping and begging for more, 
trying to work my way into the realm of truths means | might lose some things along the way but 
nothing I’ve seen yet proves it’s not worth it 


The thing about it all is 
| lay myself at the altar time and time again and I’m still here 
Do with me as you will 
| whisper into the darkness 
And still | get picked up and dusted off 
Follow 
| hear on the wind of their exit 


And off | run, chasing the face divinity so | can lay helpless at their feet even one more time 


Brambleborn 


Twisting desire around myself is my religion 
The power is in the ache 
The hitch 
The infinite pit that screams for sacrifice 
Hunger drips from my lips 
planting little seedlings of yearning 
| want 
lam wanted 

It’s all just fodder 

It all flows through me, into divinity 
| am down here 

in the muck of mortality devouring 


one day | will be devoured 


January 29, 2019 


September 08, 2019 


Temples 


Thank everything for the sweet release of devotion 
The spaces I’ve allowed myself to come undone in are all anointed, consecrated 
There is comfort in letting go and knowing those tears don’t belong to you anymore 
They splash like drops of oil into the offering bowl and just like that, they’re a gift 


A scream reverberates off the walls and settles thick as incense 


Dent Put Your Hands in the Cage 


| want to feed a god 
fingers sticky 
dripping 
reaching up, nearly there 
trembling 
aching 
reaching 
tearing 
morsel by precious morsel 
red stained 
fingers, teeth, lips, glistening 
pull 
scrape 
Offer 
i want 
They Want 
feed, consume, devour 


Devout 


January 06, 2020 


Word Plays Back 


Devout devour 
Sacred scared scarred 


Wary weary 


March 24, 2020 


April 22, 2020 


Rememberance of Me 


| don’t need to be remembered 
| need to be understood 
need to know that someone, somewhere hears me screaming 
need that screaming to resonate 
deep in the place where their soul should be 
| want to know this frequency that is shattering me isn’t just an anomaly 


| want the breaking of my bones to mean something, to have some truth 


Infinity Pool 


My devotion is everything 
the way my bones move 
the way my heart beats 
the way the air settles on my skin is my religion 
Every breath 
every step 
every sound 
every action is my devotion 
I’m a reflection of a reflection 
everything | do is to break these mirrors 
so | can touch the face behind it all 
before | fade into nothingness 
But all that sounds hokey 
it all isn’t enough to get to the beating 


bleeding heart of the matter 


June 29, 2020 


Not Quite Goodbye 


there’s something freeing about losing yourself 
slipping languidly beneath the waves 
feeling the boundaries of your self fade away 
all given away in the eyes 
one look and everyone knows how ready | am to let go 
| want to contain a feeling bigger than me 
if that means letting out the seams a bit so be it 


I’m yours forever and always 


August 21, 20202 


February 01, 2021 


Looks Just like the word 


Divinity is an escape 
Bit by bit 
undone 
unraveled 
unmade 
Everything sloughs off 
there You are 
unmoored 
uninhibited 
unburdened 
| want to live in that space 


drifting away 


Vertigo 


there is just something so dizzying 
so freeing 
so otherworldly about devotion 
sugar sweet 
a punch in the mouth 
and everything tastes like blood 
and everything tastes like love 
and everything tastes like electricity in your veins 
you look in the mirror and think 
!am mine 
your reflection speaks back to you 
you are Mine 
having a little moment of infinite potential 


surrounded by your kinetic day dreams 


July 19, 2023 


Smaller Devotions 


September 25, 2016 


| worship because | can recognize something bigger than me. | worship because | realize that 
vantage point allows them to see more of a big picture. | worship because | just want to touch 
the very edge of divinity. If | could just touch the hem of their garment. (you’ll have to excuse the 
Christian imagery. It fits) 


| want the gods to be able to work through me. | want them to take what | have and twist it into 
their likeness. If | could not be birthed a god then worshipping them will have to do. And | will do 
it even if it means | never feel the warmth of their presence. Even if it means I’ll be broken 
sometimes. Even if it means sleepless nights or cold sweats or dirty looks from people. 


| was born for this life but also | thirst for this life. 


September 29, 2016 


Grant me fortitude to weather the fallow times and the faith to recognize the gods within the 
silence 


October 20, 2016 
Devotion like this is so messy and carnal and part of what feels so right is how wrong it feels 


If my god demanded a pound of flesh | would gleefully ask which cut they’d prefer and carve it 
from my body myself 


February 06, 2017 
It hurts too much. 
| know it’s not supposed to be easy but this gnawing, festering, belligerent pain is too much. 
Things | used to use to self soothe now feel like barbs digging into my flesh. 
is this worth it? 
is any of it worth it? 
This life of constant devotion is so heavy 
so important 


so all encompassing 


April 02, 2017 


my earliest memories have Hermes walking beside me in one of his many disguises, always 
meeting me as whatever entity I’d be most comfortable with 


He is my oldest friend and most deserving of praise 


May 03, 2017 


Every single person I’ve talked to who has experiences in holy spaces has reported a distinct air 
pressure change. 


There’s always that moment when suddenly you can feel the atmosphere push against you from 
all sides. 


There’s a weight that hadn’t been there before. For me that weight forces me to my knees. 


All | want to do is plant my face on the ground and utter sweet words of thanks. Just being in the 
presence of the divine is too much. It is a gift. It is more than | could ever ask for and all | could 
ever need. 


December 08, 2017 
Everything | feel about the divine is too much for my mortal frame to bear. 


| am overflowing and | am drowning 


December 08, 2017 
I’m the only temple | need to worship 


My bones, my blood, everything | am is the brutal altar on which all sacrifices will reside 


Wherever | am so too will there be a space for worship 


December 22, 2017 
Do you ever feel homesick for a place you’ve never been? 


Felt an ache, spent you’re whole life looking, desperate 


December 31, 2017 


| try to deal with my emotions by redirecting them into devotion 
Everything is so sharp and heavy and tastes like copper on my tongue 
| just want to lay it all at His feet and trail behind Him in bliss for a little while 


Maybe on His travels there will be a place for my jagged edges 


January 01, 2018 


| looked into The Void, took a breath, then tossed myself in eyes wide open 


January 09, 2018 


The Void doesn’t care what you worship only that you surrender. 


January 14, 2018 


| saw the stars and screamed your name 


Perhaps the ragged hoarse sound will be pleasing unto your ears 


January 31, 2018 


| love seeing echoes of divinity in other devotees 
Spend enough time around anyone and you’re sure to pick up their mannerisms 


Sometimes that’s dangerous when you worship the tricksters but you know, we knew the risks 
and fell willingly into madness 


February 09, 2018 
My body as a sacrifice means | have to tend to myself with the warmth and care that 
countless people before me gave to their own sacrificial creatures 
“This especially for your glory” | whisper as | tend gently to my own wounds 


This form is my first and only bounty and it must be a pleasing sacrifice unto my gods 


February 14, 2018 


| can’t feel her anymore. Perhaps he is too much. Perhaps he is drowning me. He’s so loud 
and bright and insistent. I’d rather suffocate in his presence than breathe freely without 
him. 


Perhaps this, like most things, is a test. Will | still do her bidding if | can no longer hear her? Will | 
still uphold her virtues if | don’t think she’s watching. 


Yes, yes a thousand times yes. 


February 21, 2018 


There is not enough honey or wine in all of existence to thank Hermes for what he has 
done 


All | can do is fall to my knees and hope that my bones and blood might make up the difference 


March 24, 2018 


Why would anyone want this life? This stalking. This game of high stakes cat and mouse. | 
was born into this, it’s in my bones and in my bile. | couldn’t escape it if | tried but that’s 
okay, I’ve learned to love the suffering. 


I’ve learned to find comfort in the sleepless nights. In the inherent unease of not knowing what is 
behind door number 1 (or 2 or 3 or 4 but something is behind there and it is knocking). 


Nothing is my own, I’ve given it all over and yet still here they are, hands open and outstretched. 
Always asking for just a little more. 


March 24, 2018 


Opening yourself up to worship is chumming the water while you float helplessly among 
the viscera, waiting to be devoured by anything that shows up 


May 30, 2018 


| always hated praying out loud 

How can you be expected to do that when most of what you have to say, there are no words for 
My devotion is a lengthy diatribe of gutteral, viscerally terrifying inhuman yells 

It’s the choked sob of crying quietly in the dark so no one hears you 

Screams that sound like pain because sometimes the line between pain and joy is blurred 

How can | pray communally when no one else understands the language tumbling from my lips? 
And they shouldn’t because none of this is for them 


| pull sounds from my soul and weave them into a tapestry that | hope the divine can translate 


July 20, 2018 


At this point | can’t tell if | associate worship with pain because of how my body is 
Or if my body is like this as a manifestation of how my revelry works 

| don’t see it as punishment, to be clear 

It’s all just something that has happened to me 

In truth my body just drew the short staw, | know 

But at least if | can twist this into worship it has purpose 

Everything hurts but | still go on 


Worship hurts but | still bow my head 


August 07, 2018 


| was out in the nature this weekend and struck with the overwhelming feeling that every 
piece of me is foreign here 


this isn’t my home 


my gods are guests here 
my blood is a guest here 


everything that weaves this place together is something i’ve never touched 


September 08, 2018 


Sometimes | feel like I’m building altars out of all my bad experiences. 


Bury the terrible bad memories in thick bricks and stack them all nice and neat and cover them 
in libations and burnt offerings. 


October 11, 2018 


| just feel too much 

That’s always been the problem 

Everything feels like it’s the deluge to wash me into the apocalypse 
But then | feel nothing 


And | turn into a storm chaser 


November 07, 2018 


| don’t know how they managed to fit so much want into this vessel 


| can feel it brimming up and over, turning in on itself and crashing against the limits of my body. 
| don’t know how many times | can fold it up neatly and put it away, it always spirals out and out. 


It sits like a lump at the back of my throat choking away everything else and demanding | feel it, | 
tend to it. but nothing is ever enough 


What | have to feed it just can never be enough 


November 15, 2018 


Whenever | start feeling like | am too much | just try and remember that too much is never 
enough for divinity and it makes life a little bit easier 


Whenever | feel like | am not enough | just try and remember | can pour devotion into all my 
empty spaces and it makes life a little bit easier 


January 15, 2019 


| live my life in that thin area separating sacred scared and scarred 


January 31, 2019 


| am a deck of cards and Hermes won’t stop shuffling me 


March 04, 2019 
I’ve always wondered what life would be like if | didn’t have worship running through my 
veins 
If | didn’t need it like | need every breath | take 
| wouldn’t be me, obviously 
but would | know some kind of peace? 


Or would the need to worship just be replaced with terror? That feeling that something is around 
the corner and as soon as | turn my back... 


| mean | feel that now but now | bare my neck for it 
appease it with jumbled words and blood and tears and promises 
What if | didn’t have that? What if | never even realized there was a curtain to look behind 


whatifwhatifwhatif 


April 06, 2020 


Hermes gave us language specifically so we would suffer and | thank him for it 


April 10, 2020 


there are days when i understand too completely the logic of removing a piece of yourself to 
make room for unknowable knowledge 


April 22, 2020 


the trick to living on a knifes edge is to allow it to sink into your flesh 


